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This  little  book  is  designed  for  use  in  the 
room  of  the  sick,  at  the  couch  of  the  dying, 
and  on  funeral  occasions.  It  may  also  be  used 
appropriately  in  the  home  circle  and  at  concerts. 
It  is  wholly  unlike  any  other  work,  being  com- 
posed chiefly  of  hymns  and  songs  suggested  by 
the  last  words  of  dying  Christians.  In  this 
respect  it  is  entirely  new,  and  occupies  a  field 
hitherto  unoccupied  by  any  other  work. 

In  these  songs  we  catch  the  last  whispers  of 
departed  saints.  Exulting  in  faith,  and  re- 
joicing in  the  blood  of  the  "Crucified  One," 
they  passed   over   the   "silent  stream."     And 


now,  in  the  last  expressive  words  that  fell  from 
their  lips,  they  are  calling  to  us  from  the  other 
shore. 

May  we  die  as  peacefully  and  triumphantly 
as  they  have  died,  and  at  last  join  them  around 
the  throne  in  crying, — "  Worthy  is  the  Lamb !" 

In  this  little  work  may  be  found  the  produc- 
tions of  the  following  distinguished  poets  and 
musicians : — 

Armstrong,  F.  L. 

Bowers,  Rev.  E.  T. 
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Words  by  Rev.  Jors  Newton. 
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But 


the      Lord       she    loved       had     gone 
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2  For  awhile  she  lingering  stood, 
Filled  with  sorrow  and  surprise, 
Trembling,  while  a  crystal  flood 
Issued  from  her  weepiug  eyes. 
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3  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled, 

When  she  heard  His  welcome  voice ; 
Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead, 
Now  He  bids  her  heart  rejoice. 


4  What  a  change  His  word  can  make, 
Turning  darkness  into  day; 
Ye  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake. 
He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 
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L  "It        is      finished !"  so    He  cried,  Bowed  His  head  and  thus    He  died.  Now  re -deeming   work    is    done; 
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2  "  It  is  finished !"  all  is  o'er, 
All  His  pain  and  anguish  sore ; 
All  His  sufferings  here  are  past : 
Now  He  conquers  siu  at  last. 


3  "  It  is  finished !''  blessed  thought, 
Comfort  to  our  hearts  is  brought. 
Man  may  now  approach  the  throne, 
Reconciled  through  Christ  alone. 


4  "  It  is  finished I"  heaven  is  near ; 
All  through  Christ  may  there  appear : 
Rebels  doomed  to  endless  pain, 
May  return  to  God  again. 
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of      the  saint  -  ed  band,    Com  -  ing    o'er     the       swol  -  len  wa  -  ters  From  the  bright    and  gold  -  en  strand, 
who    have  gone    be -fore;  Meet  them    at       the    throne     e  -  ter  -  nal,   Meet  them  where  we'll  part    no    more. 
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Inscribed  to  its  Poet  Author  by  J.  L.  O. 
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Music  by  C.  E.  Pollock. 
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1.  Sweet   El-  la    May      has     died  and  gone;  She's  with  the     an  -  gel    hand;  And    safe    he-  fore     th*  e- 

2.  Just    like  the  flow'r    that  blooms  and  dies,      So    pass'dthis  love-ly     form;  And,   soar -ing,  sped      be- 
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ter  -  nal  throne,  She  stands  with    harp      in     hand.     Sweet    El   -  la     May      has    pass'd  a  -  way;    She's 
yond    the    skies,    On      an  -  gels'  wings     up  -  borne. 
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with    the      an  -  gel    hand;  And    safe   he -fore     th' e  -  ter  -  nal  throne,  She  stands  with  harp 


hand. 
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3  That  lovely  flower  so  bright  and  fair, 
In  all  the  glow  of  health ; 
With  dimpled  cheeks  and  bee^ty  rare, 
Cut  down,  I  see,  by  death. 
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4  But  in  that  bright  elysian  plain, 

Where  verdure  never  dies, 
That  lovelv  flower  shall  bloom  again, 
And  thrive  above  the  skies. 
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5  She's  gone  to  meet  her  father  there ; 
And  now,  in  his  embrace. 
She  cries.  "Mother,  sweet  mother,  dear, 
Come  to  this  happy  place.'' 
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-#-      ^       ^       ^      #-     -(2-*     *-    -#-    -*--    #-    -P- 


-«- 


s 


£3 


r- 


Chorus. 


i 


-£^ 


-N— N 


iEM 


gath  -  er,  And  where  there       is         no     night.  No    night,  no     night,  But     e  - 

No    night,  no  night,  no     night,  no  night, 
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ter  -  nal       day      is    given ;    No    night,  no     night,  There  will     be       no    night    in  heav'n. 

No    night,  no  night,  no    night,  no  night, 
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2    There  palms  and  crowns  await  us, 
And  robes  of  spotless  white  ; 
But  best  of  all  a  heaven, 
A  home  where  is  no  night. 
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3    When  loosed  from  earthly  trials, 
The  spirit  takes  its  flight ; 
'Twill  dwell  in  realms  of  glory, 
Where  Jesus  is  the  light. 
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the       light       of       day, 


-£- 


:p=ia: 


2    Just  beyond  the  river  flasheth 

Jebusalem  of  my  God : 
Where  the  white  wave  rising  plasheth 

On  the  shore  by  angels  trod. 
Stop !  I  see  the  boatman  nearing. 

See !  the  snowy  sail  is  set ; 
And  the  oars  are  floating  idly, 

And  the  sail  is  drifting  wet. 


Call  my  father !  call  my  mother ! 

Tell  them  that  the  boatman's  here ; 
And  another !  Oh,  another ! 

Unto  whom  my  soul  is  dear. 
Call  them  quick !  for  I  am  passing 

Through  the  valley  of  the  grave : 
I  am  passing  with  the  boatman, 

O'er  the  deep  and  solemn  wave. 
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We  shall  join  the  heavenly  choir,  By  and  bv,  bv  and  by 

We  shall  strike  the  golden  lvre,  By  and  by,  by  and  by ; 

In  our  home  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  the  happy  angels  are, 

We  shall  praise  forever  there,  Bv  and  by,  by  and  by. 


4  There  we'll  join  the  ransomed  throng.  By  and  by,  by  and  by ; 
Chanting  love's  redeeming  song,  By  and  by,  by  and  by ; 
There  we'll  meet  before  the  throne, 
Then  we'll  lay  onr  trophies  down, 
And  receive  a  shining  crown,  By  and  by,  by  and  by. 
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1.  Life's  clos  -  ing    hours    pass  swift  -ly      by,  Earth's  pains  are  felt     no      more;    To     heav'n  I     now    dl- 
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Home     -    ward,  home     -    ward, 

On -ward,  up -ward,      we     are    inarching, 
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Home  -  ward,       home  -  ward, 
On-ward,  upward,  we    are  marching 
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2  With  trials  and  with  conflicts  past, 
And  record  placed  on  high. 
By  faith  I  see  the  crown  at  last, 
And  vict'ry  drawing  nigh. 


3  The  parting  veil  reveals  the  tide, 
Where  on  the  margin  wait 
Mv  friends  redeemed,  the  glorified, 
To  sweep  me  thro'  the  gate. 
From  "The  Crowning  Triumph,"  by  permission. 
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4  As  nature  sinks  in  Death's  embrace, 
So  will  my  spirit  rise 
Triumphant  thro'  redeeming  grace, 
To  rest  in  Paradise. 


Words  from  C.  P.  Col. 
With  feeling. 
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My      bur  -  ied  friends  can      I      for  -  get?  Or     must  the  grave   e    -    ter-nal     sev-er?They    lin  -  ger     in 

2.  I      heard  them  bid    the    world  a-dieu;    I       saw  them   on     the       rolling     bil  -  low ;  Their  far-off   home 

3.  Oh,      how     I     long    to      join  their  wing,  And  range  their  fields  of       blooming  flow-  ers!  Come,  ho  -  ly  watch- 
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my      mem'ry    yet,  And    in  my  heart  they'll  live  for  -  ev  -  er.   They  lov'd  me  once  with  love  sincere,  And    nev-er 


ap-pearedin   view,  While  yet  they  pressed  a   dy  -  ing  oil- low.     I    heard  the  part- ing    pil-grim  tell,  "Wliile  passing 
ers,   come,  and  bring  A    mourner  to    your  bliss-ful  bowers.      I  speed  with  rap-  ture  on    my  way,  Nor  would  I 
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did  their  love  de  -  ceive  me ;  But  oft  -  en,  in  my  con- flicts  here,  They  ral  -  lied  quickly  to  relieve 
Jor-dan's  storm- y  riv  -  er,  "A-dieu  to  earth,  for  all  is  well;  Now  all  is  well  with  me  for-ev- 
pause  at   Jordan's    riv  -  er;  With  songs  I'd    en  -  ter    end  -less  day,  And  live  with  my  loved  friends  for-  ev- 
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1.  Weep- ins;    may  last     for     a      night     in     the   vale.    But    there   is      joy       in     the    morn-ing    for   thee; 

2.  For     bur      a      mo  -  ment  His      an   -  ger  shall  last,    Life      in     His     fa*   -  vor     is       giv  -   en      at    dawn ; 

3.  So    when  the  night    of     this      life    shall    be    o'er,  Thou  Shalt   a  -  wake    on    the     morn-ing     of     rest; 
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Lo!    when  the  night     of     thy     sor 

Then    shall  thou  stand     on   thai    beau 


rows  as  -  sail.     Je    -    sus    thy   light   and  thy      glo  -   ry    shall  be. 
row     is     past.   Thou    shalt   a  -  wake  and  the    clouds  shall    be   gone. 
ti   -  ful   shore.  And     with  the    im  -  age    of        Je  -  sus      be   blest. 
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Weep  -  ing    shall  last,     weep  -  ing    shall  last,    Weep  -  ing    shall    last 
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Weep  -  ing     shall  last,    weep  -  ing    shall  last,  "Weep  -  ing    shall    last      but 
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1.  Broth-er,    rest  from  sin    and  sor-row,      Death  is  o'er  and  life    is       won;  Up  -  on     thy  slumber  dawns  no 
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Rest,  thine  earth-ly     race    is     run 
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2  Brother,  wake,  the  night  is  waning ; 
Endless  day  is  round  thee  poured ; 
Then  enter  thou  the  rest  remaining 
For  the  people  of  the  Lord. 
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3  Fare  thee  well,  though  woe  is  blending 
With  the  tones  of  earthly  love ; 
There  triumph  high  and  joy  unending, 
Wait  thee  in  the  realms  above. 
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1.  Martyred    Stephen    saw  the     Mas-ter  Standing      by    the  throne  on    high;  Counted    death  no  great  dis- 
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2  Look,  ye  saints !  behold  the  gleaming 
In  the  perfect  land  above ; 
Sure  there  is  no  idle  dreaming 
In  the  faith  that  works  bv  love. 
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3  All  around  the  throne  is  beauty ; 
All  is  pure  and  holy  there ; 
Angels  flv  on  wings  of  duty ; 
Faith  perceives  their  tender  care. 


Words  by  W.  T.  D. 
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1.  What  crowds  of 
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an 

■-A- 
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gels  fill  the  sky  ?  They're  just  from  glo-ry  come ;  Ce  -  les-  tial    mes-sen-gers  are  nigh, 

-h- — | trtw-H lv    li.'ii      ' 
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me  home.  Whal  crowds  of  them !  What  crowds  of  them !  What  crowds  of  beautiful 


y— i t-  -A W 
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an  -  gels  bright ;  What  crowds  of  them !  What  crowds  of  them !  What  crowds  of  beau  -  ti  -  f  ul     an  -  gels  bright. 


2  See   how  they  speed   their   downward 
And  hasten  to  my  side ;  [flight ! 

They'll  bear  me  on  their  pinions  bright, 
Beyond  the  rolling  tide. 


-¥—fc 


$3^3-lJ 


3         y 
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3  What  crowds  of  holy  watchers  come,       ,  4  Farewell !  ray  weeping  friends,  farewell! 

I'm  done  with  all  below : 


They  hasten  me  away 
And  soon  I'll  reach  my  heavenly  home, 
And  dwell  in  endless  day. 


Mv  jov  and  bliss  no  tongue  can  tell 
To  Jesus  t  shall  go, 
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isic  by  I>.  E.  I 


1.  What  glo  -  ry     fills   my    soul   to  -  night!  What  beams  are  bursting  on    mv  sight!  The    E- 

2.  I'm     go  -  iug  where  the    Sa-viour  reigns,  To  bless  His  name  in    melt-ins  strains:  I'll  lift 

3.  I'm     go -iug  where  my  friends  have  gone;  I'll  meet  them  at     my    Father  s  throne  ;To-geth 

1        g_  <»  A^.^A^^^^.-F 


den  fields  in 
Li  e   in 

■  er      we    will 


glo  -  rv  rise.  To  greet  my  wandering,  raptured  e\e^ 
ac  -  cents  sweet,  While  hum  -  blv  sit  -  ting  ar  His  feet : 
ev  -  er    dwell ;   To  -  geth  -  er      all    our    triumphs  tell ; 


Wliat  sweet  mel  -  o-dious  sounds  I  hear,  The 
And  all  His  wondrous  love  a  -  clore,  And 
I'm    go    -    ing   now,  I'll   soon    be   there;     I 


»—  »— »— #-f-i — [- — }-g-JL— g— g — »— m— » 


songs  of  angels  greet  mine  ear :  Mv  Saviour  smiles  and  bids  me  come :  "Farewell:  vain  woiTd,  I'm  going  home" 
bless  His  name  for-  ev  -  er  more:  For  now  He  kind-ly  bids  me  come:  "Farewell:  vain  world,  I'm  going  home." 
soon  shall  reach  those  mansions  fair ;  For  now  my  Sa-viour  bids  me  come :  M  Farewell !  vain  world,  I'm  going  home.'" 
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1.  "  Lord,  make  room  for  a      lit  -  tie  child,"  Room  among  the  an -gel  -  ic      throng;       Room  to   sing    in   the 

_4.  A  Jk.  _a  _a    A  >-  _A-  _a_-A-  -A-  -A  -A--A-  rr.        -a-  -A-  -A-  -A->- 
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heav'n-  ly    choir,  Where  the  sym  -  pho  -  nies   flow  in 

*  *■  *■  *■  ±JL&. 
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song.        Make  room  for    a      lit  -  tie      child,        Make 

-7-       -A-    A  -A-  -A-  -A-    -A- 

t=t=t~h 


Make  room, 


j^-fl' 
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room  for     a     lit  -  tie      child 

>-  -A-A--A-  A  > 

to 


7^    1      QU^ 


At    Thy  call     I     am    coming,  Lord,  Make  room  for  a     lit  -  tie      child 

4   -A- -A-  -A- -A-  -A-  -A- -A-  -A   -A.     fc    fc 
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Make  room, 

"  Lord,  make  room  for  a  little  child," 
In  the  mansions  *o  bright  and  fair ; 

Room  to  dwell  with  mv  kindred  dear. 
Where  the  saints  and  the  angels  are 


V-\ — F- 


m-vr-t- tV 


-0—0—0- 
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8  "Lord,  make  room  for  a  little  child," 
In  the  bowers  of  Eden  blest ; 
Room  to  stand  on  the  mount  of  God, 
Where  I'll  rest,— ever  sweetly  rest. 


20      Words  by  Bet.  M.B.D*»',tt.        3T3E3     J^'SSJD     2P23.®IBX.i2i , 


Mmicbj  W.  T  J' 


-ctr^£ 


■4— »-+■*-*-»--»— q-f 


=f 


* 


m 


4 


eat 


1.  A  -  down      life's  short'ning   jour  -  ney,  The      a     -     ged   pick  their  wav ;  There's  much      of     darkness 

2.  But    there        is     con  -  sol    -   a    -  tion  From  hope's     tri  -  umph-ant    lighir    That  shines     with -in     the 

3.  A      few       more  changing    sun  -  sets,  A      few       more  cloud-ed    morns,     A      few      more  times  of 

*  *~  '  ■*■£•£.£•<*■  £  ■<■♦:•*■  -  -*- 
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round    tliem. 
spiv    -    ir, 
tri    -     ;tl, 
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But  yon 
And  glad 
A        Few 


der's    per  -  feet        day: 
dens     sor  -  row's      night ; 
more  pierc  -  ing       thorns 
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Their  steps  are     short  and 

Then  cheer  thee,      a    -    ged 

Then  long  and    brigftt  the 
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t'riug,    For 
grim,     Piieh 
tnre,      Then 
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sight  is  now  un  -  true;  Life's  hours  are  not  so 
grace  to  thee  is  giv'n;  Though  scant  thine  earth- ly 
ma    -    nv,   ma  -  ny       joys;      All       glo    -    ri   -  ous,    e 

£•  £££    -#-    -1    -1:  £  -f-  ' 
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joy  -   ous,       As      when  'twas  fresh  and 
pleas  -  ure,     Yet      boun-  teous  that    of 
ter  -    nal,     The    home  where  naught  an  - 


new. 
heav'n. 
noys. 
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1.  "Weep  not    for     her,"    the    Sa- viour  said, "  She  on  -  ly  sleeps,  She     is    not  dead;'' Her    deathless    spir  -   it 

2.  "  Weep  not    for     her,''    for    she    is     blest,  Her  soul  lias   en-tered    in  -  to   rest;  And    now   ar- rayed     in 


sliall    sur  -Vive ;  Now     let       our  mourning    hearts   re  -  vive.  Weep    not     for    her,  weep    not     for   her,    She 
robes    of   white,  She  stands    a  -  mong  the     sons     of    light 

.A g>      A_^A AJL  N 
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is     not  dead,  she     is     notdead;She   on  -  ly  sleeps,  She   on-  ly  sleeps,  She    is     not  dead,  She    is     not  dead 
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3  "  Weep  not  for  her,"  though  tears  arise, 
For  she  is  happy  in  the  skies; 
And  there  she  stands  with  beck'ning  hand, 
And  calls  us  to  that  peaceful  laud. 


•£  Prepare  us.  Lord,  by  Thy  rich  graee, 
To  meet  her  in  that  happy  place ; 
And  there  upon  the  mount  of  God, 
We'll  tell  Thy  wonders  all  abroad. 
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1.  Of        the  bright    and   shi  -   ning  an  -  gels,  Thou    hast  told      me,  Moth  -  er,   dear;  flow      up  -  on       their 

2.  Of        the  bright    and   shi-   ning  an  -  gels,     I        have  thought  and  won  -  dered  oft;   Won  -  dered  if  I 

3.  Of        the  bright    and   shi  -   ning  an  -  gels,  Moth  -  er,      I        am     not        a  -  fraid,  They     will  bear      me 


-  y      pin -ions,  Though  tin- seen,     they      ho    -   ver  near.     Now        I      feel      their    bless  -   ed    presence, 
should  lis  -  ten,    To      their  nm    -   sic      sweet     and   soft.      Now        1      hear    them   sweet-   lv     call  -  ing, 


snow 

e'er    snoi.ua  ns  -  xen,    10      ineir  mu    -  sic      sweet    ana   son.      i\ow        i      near    them   sweet-   lv     call  -  ing, 
to       the      re  -  gion,  Where  the   bios  -  soms     nev  -   er     fade.      A.nd       as    they     have,    come     for     ma  -  ny, 
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And  their  smil  -  ing  fac  -  es  see ; 
Ver  -  y  near  they  seem  to  be : 
They  will  come    a  -  gain    Tor   thee;      I 


must  leave  thee,  dar-  ling  Moth-  er,  For  the  an  -  gels 
must  leave  thee,  dar- ling  Moth- er,  For  the  an  -  gels 
am    go     ing,    dar- ling  Moth- er,    For    the    an  -  gels 


m- 


1=5=?::: 


-•+ 
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wait  for  me. 
wait  for  me. 
wait  for    me. 
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Concluded. 
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am      wait    -    ing 
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A.  S.  KlEFFER. 
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1.  Come,  sound  His  praise  abroad.  And  hymns  of  glor^  sing:  Je  -ho-vahis  thesov'reignGod,  The   u-ni-ver-sal   King. 

2.  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown ;  He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ;  The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own,  And  all  the  solid  ground. 
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ask  by  Fkank  31.  Davis. 
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1.  "AY rite, Blessed     are    the  dead    Who  die     in    Christian  faith;  They  rest  from  toil  with  Christ  their  head,  For 

2.  "  Their  works  of    faith  and  love,    Do     fol  -  low  where  they   go;  And  while  they  rest    in   heav'n  a  -  hove,  Their 


PWtT-nxE 


— r- 


thus    the     Spir-  it    saith: 
names  will     live    be  -  low. 


is  y      *y  \ 

Bless-  ed     are     the     dead  Who  die 

Blessed      are  the  dead 
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in      the   Lord;    Blessed 
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are     the      dead 

Blessed 
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are  the  dead 
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Who    die     in      the  Lord, 


:::: 


3  How  highly  hlest  are  they, 

Released  from  every  pain ; 

They  dwell  in  everlasting  day, 

And  there  with  Jesus  reign. 

4  Like  angels  they  shall  stand 

To  guide  our  feet  aright, 
LTntil  we  reach  that  heav'nly  land, 
And  dwell  in  endless  light. 

5  0  Lord,  by  thy  rich  grace 

Prepare  us  each  to  die ; 
And  grant  us  all  a  dwelling-place 
In  mansions  in  the  sky. 

6  We'll  sins  thy  wondrous  love 

With  our  expiring  breath: 
The  wonders  of  Thy  grace  we'll  prove. 
And  bless  thy  name  in  death. 


Words  by  Rev.  M.  B.  De  Witt 
Softly. 
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1.  Hear 

2.  What 

3.  Moth 


the 
pa 
er, 


lit 

rent 

on 


tie 
al 
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feet 

heart 

thou 


Pat    -  ting       on       the      floor; 

Can        its      pleas  -  ure      tell, 

Canst      the        an  -  guish   know 


Out        up    -    on        the 

As  it       hears     the 

Of  wait  -   ing      still       for 
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grav-ell'd  walk ;  Climb  -  ing  at  the  door; 
lit  -  tie  feet  It  doth  love  so  well. 
lit  -  tie     feet       Si    -  lent    long    a    -     go. 


-FV-*r 
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In       the     or  -  chard   see, 
Oh,      the    mu  -  sic       sweet, 
Faith  -  ful    raem-'ry        oft 


£~N- 


J=5 


In  the  gar -den 
Ring  -  ing  all  the 
Does     the  sound  re- 


V    V  -V 


fair ; 

day, 
store ; 


Print    -    ing        ti    -     ny        track    -    lets      free,   Point    -    ing       ev    -     ry  -  where. 
From       the        fall       ot         lit       •       tie       feet       On        their     tire   -   less     way. 
And        thou     hear  -  est        yet    the   foot  -  falls      Pat    -    ting      on        the      floor. 
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Je  -  sus,'"  'Tis  sweet  to 
Je  -  sus," 'Tis  sweet  to 
Je  -  sus, '"Tis  sweet  to 
A- 


Music  by  (has.  K.  Pollock. 


rest     from   toil     and    pain;    'Tis 
lay       our     ar  -    mor  down ;     And 
cross     o'er    Jor  -  dan's  foam  ;    'Tis 

A-      -A- 
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sweet    to  look 

sweet  -  er   still 

sweet    to  rest 

A      A     -A- 


be  -  yond  the    con- flict,  When  with  the   Sa-viour    we    shall  reign.    'Tis    sweet  to 

to  bring  our    tro-phies,  And  then    receive    our      shi  -  ning  crown. 

in      E  -  den's  bow- ers, 'Tis  sweet  to     die    and     be       at  home.     'Tis    sweet     to     die,  Yes, 
A      A-   -A-   -A- 
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Concluded 
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sweet  to  die,  Yes,  sweet  to       die,  And  pass    beyond  death's  chilling    tide. 

sweet  to    die,  Yes,    sweet    to    die,  'Tis  sweet    to    die,    Yes,  sweet  to    die. 
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Music  by  Chas.  E.  Pollock. 


1.  There's  rest  beyond  the  tide.,  Sweet  rest  for  every  soul ;  Where  everlasting  joys  abide,  And  streams  of  pleasure  roll. 

2.  I      am    a  stranger  here,  A    wan-der-er    I  roam ;  A      pilgrim  in    a      desert  drear,  But  heaven  is  my  home. 

3.  Oh,  when  shall  I  be  there,  In  Canaan's  goodly  land  ?  When  shall  I  reach  my  mansion  fair,  And  in  God's  palace  stand  ? 

4.  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come,  Nor  longer  yet  delay :  And  take  me   to  my  heavenly  home  In  realms  of  end  'ess  day. 
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1.  Live      here 

2.  I'm    youn 

3.  Fare 


oung, 
well 


in  this  lone  vale  of 
but  here  I  find  no 
to      all    the  scenes  of 


sor  -  row, 
pleas  -  ure 
child-hood ; 
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surround -ing  cares  and  woe: 
is  -  fy  my  cra-ving  soul: 
on  earth    I      bid      a  -    dieu 
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Then 

For 


Refrain. 
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er    die, 

I'd      rath    - 
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$?w  iifis^i  wm  msra  mm  mm?m  &m^&3,  concluded 
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er      die, 
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Farewell!  farewell!  ray  loving  father; 

I'm  passing  over  Jordan  now ; 
But  Jesus,  He  is  going  with  me, 

And  soon  before  His  throne  1 11  bow. 
5 
Farewell!  my  mother,  loving  mother; 

You'll  miss  your  daughter  here,  I  know ; 
But,  mother  dear,  I'll  be  in  heaven ; 

For  to  my  Saviour  I  shall  go. 


er      die,        And     with  my    bless  -  ed       Sa  -  viour     rest, 
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Farewell!  my  loving  brother,  sister; 

I  know  you'll  mi:;s  my  presence  here ; 
And  when  you  gather  round  the  hearth- 
.  .You'll  see  my  little  vacant  chair,   [stone, 

7 
But  gather  up  my  toys,  dear  sister ; 

You'll  put  them  all  away,  I  know ; 
And  when  your  happy  voices  mingle, 

Let  not  a  tear  of  sorrow  flow. 
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Remember,  when  I've  gone  to  heaven, 

That  I'll  be  standing  at  the  gate ; 
I'll  walk  beside  the  peaceful  river, 

And  for  you  all  I'll  watch  and  wait. 
9 
Farewell !  farewell  until  the  meeting, 

When  we'll  strike  hands  to  part  no  more ; 
And  far  beyond  the  reach  of  sorrow, 

We'll  gather  on  the  peaceful  shore. 


llillll, 


F.  L.  Armstrong. 
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1.  Lord  of  hosts,  how  lovely  fair  E'en  on  earth  thy  temples  are ;  Here  thy  waiting  people  see  Much  of  heaven  and  much  of  thee. 


Si 


-_r 


t 


■fer 


r 


■P-P 


H h 


^v-h 


4& 


-I F— 


-A 


?E 


ft 


J — h_L^  i, — i — L_. — uXj — L_l 1— 


2    From  thy  gracious  presence  flows 
Bliss  that  softens  all  our  woes ; 
While  thy  Spirit's  holy  Are 
Warms  our  hearts  with  pure  desire. 


Here  we  supplicate  thy  throne ; 
Here  thou  mak'st  thy  glories  known; 
Here  we  .earn  thy  righteous  ways, 
Taste  tfa  •  love  and  sing  thy  praise. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  Mary  B.  C.  Sladb. 
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Music  by  K.  M.  MclNTOSn 


1  In  -  to     the  tent  where   a     gyp-  sv    boy     lay 

2  "Did  lie     so    love     me,    a    poor     lit  -  tie     boy? 
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Dy  -  ing      a  -  lone,  at     the   close    of     the    day, 
Seiid  un  -  to     me    the   good   tid  -  ings   of     joy  1 
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News  of      sal  -  va  -  tion   we    ear-  ried;  said   he. 
Need    I       not    per  -  ish  ?  my  hand  will     he   hold  ? 
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"  No  -  bo  -  dy     ev  -  er     has    told     it     to    me " 
No  -  bo  -  dy      ev  -  er    the     sto  -  ry  has  told."' 
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Tell 
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Tell      it 
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Sal  -  va  -  tion's  sto  -  ry     re  -  peat  o'er  and    o'er, 
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3    Bending,  we  caught  the  las|  words  of  his  breath, 
Just  as  " 


mg,  we  caught  the  lasl  words  of  h 
is  he  entered  the  valley  of  death; 
'God  sent  his  Sod:     whosoever!  "  said  he: 
'  Then  J  am  sure  that,  lie  sent  hint  for  me. 
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4    Smiling,  he  said,  as  his  last  sigh  was  spent, 
"  1  am  so  glad  that  for  me  he  was  sent;" 
Whispered,  while  low  sank  the  run  in  the  west, 
"Lord,  I  believe!  tell  it  now  to  the  rest." 
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Tili  none  can   say     of     tlie    chil-dren    of    men, 
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"No  -  bo  -  dy     ev  -  er     has    told    me     be  -  fore. 
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*  From  "Good  News,"  by  permission  of  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


Words  from  "  Social  Harp.'' 

Slow  and  solemn.     v 
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Music  by  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
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\    Fare -well !  we  meet  no  more    On   this   side  heaven;  The  part- ing  scene  is     o'er,  The  last   sad  look  is  given. 
2    Fare-well !  my  soul  will  weep  While  mem-  ory  lives  ;  From  wounds  that  sink  so  deep,  No  earth-ly  hand  relieves. 
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3    Farewell!  my  stricken  heart 
To  Jesus  flies : 
From  him  1'IUiever  part ; 
On  him  my  hope  relies. 


4    Farewell !  and  shall  we  meet 
In  heaven  above  ? 
And  there,  in  union  sweet, 
Sing  of  a  Saviour's  love  ? 
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Music  by  ('.  E.  POLLOCK. 


1.  Peace  -  ful    -   ly         lay      her     down 


rest;  Place    the      turf       kind  -  ly         o'er    her     breast; 
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beneath  the      sod,     While    the 
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Peace       -       ful  -  ly       sleep, 
Peaceful-ly  sleep  till  that   morn-iug 
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Sleep  till  that  morn-  ing, 

Peaceful-ly  sleep  till  that  morn  -  ing, 
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Peace      -       ful  -  ly 

Peaceful-ly,  peaceful  -  ly 
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sleep, 
sleep. 
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2  Close  to  her  lone  and  narrow  house, 
Gracefully  wave,  ye  willow  boughs; 
Flowers  of  the  wildwood,  your  odors  shed 
Over  the  holv,  beautiful  dead. 
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3  Quietly  sleep,  beloved  one ; 
Rest  from  thy  toil :  thy  labor  is  done. 
Rest  till  the  trump  from  the  opening  skies 
Bids  thee  from  dust  to  glory  arise. 
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1.  You   are    sleep  -  ing,  grandma,  sleep-ing     In     the  moonlight's  quiv'ring  ray;  You  are   weep -ing     in    your 
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slum  -  bers ;    For     you  think     I'm  far      a  -  way.     But 


3ut       I      come     up  -  on 
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come     up  -  on    the     star  -  beam,  When  the 
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ver      all ;    When  your  heart    is     cry  -  ing      for     me,    Then     I 


an  -  swer  to    your   call. 
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2  Yet  you  think  you  are  but  dreaming 

That  you  see  your  baby  now. 
Oh,  I  wonder  you  can  think  so, 

When  my  breath  is  on  your  brow, 
When  I  come  to  whisper  to  you, 

In  the  holy  husli  of  night, 
Of  my  home  and  dearest  mother's, 

Where  there's  nothing  else  but  light. 


3  And  we  have  no  winter,  either, 

In  these  ever-joyous  bowers ; 
But  a  never-ending  summer, 

With  its  changeless  skies  and  flow' is. 
And  your  darlings,  too,  are  with  in3 

In  this  blessed  home  of  mine  ; 
Where  no  loved  ones  ever  perish 

And  no  mourniug  ones  repine. 


4  Oh,  I  bless  you  for  your  kindness ; 

For  the  weary  watch  you  kept  ; 
For  the  ceaseless  prayers  you  ottered : 

For  the  many  tears  you  wept* 
But  I  cannot  see  you  sorrow ; 

You  must  dry  the  starting  tear ; 
For  you'll  sooii  be  with  us,  grandma, 

And  we'll  have  no  weeping  here. 
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1.  O      fa  -  ther,  come  kiss  me  once  more, 

2.  O      fa  -  ther,  what  news  shall  I  take 


And  watch  by  my  bed  just  to-night ; 
To     Jesus  and  mother  for    you  ? 


Your  Nettie  will  walk  thro'  the 
111  tell  him  to  send  ho  -  ly 
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Val-ley    of    Death 
an-gels  of    light 
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Ere  dawn  of  the  sweet  Sabbath    light. 
To   bless  and  to  comfort  you      too. 
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O      fa -ther,  I'm  go-iog     to  mother,  so    dear, 
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I  dream'd  that  I     saw  her    last     night 
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And,    o  -  ver  the    riv  -  er,  sweet  voi  -  ces 
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*  From  "New  Starry  Crown,"  by  permission, 
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I         I         I         !         I 
Our  home  here  is  lonely  and  dark, 

And  oft  we  are  hungry  and  cold ; 
But  I  shall  go  home  to  my  mother  to-night 

Where  pleasures  are  purer  than  gold. 

O  father,  dear  father,  once  more 
Of  Jesus  I  pray  you  to  think ; 
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And  when  1  am  gone  to  my  mother  in  heaven, 
U  father,  please  give  up  your  drink. 

S  0  father,  dear  father,  once  more 

Please  read  in  my  Bible,  and  think: 

"  No  drunkard  shall  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
O  God,  keep  my  father  from  drink ! 


Kael  Redes. 
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Words  by  W.  T.  D. 


m^%  m  wm^L 


Music  \>y  K.  Porter  Orr. 


-£— ± 


3EE*E 


i 


9 


=f 


t=s 


1.  High 
a     1 


let 
BO 


the      song 
to        join 

-A- 


of        tri 
the      cho 


umph    rise, 
ral     throng, 


r — r 


si 


F 


of 
heav"n 


T 

the 


-«HN 


-51- 


skies ; 
song; 


ig 


i 

Now 


is 


j  J  ^ 


death  """     and 

an  -        them 

tri    -  umph   o     -     ver 

let  the      peal  -   ing 


hell : 
swell ; 

death  and     hell, 
an  -  them   swelL 
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Refrain. 
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All      is     well, 
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3  With  saints  and  angels  at  the  throne, 
I'll  make  His  highest  glories  known ; 
In  rapturous  strains  His  praises  tell ; 
"  I  trust  in  Jesus,— all  is  well." 

4  I  Tiki  adieu  to  all  below, 

To  every  sin  and  every  throe : 

In  mansions  bright  I  soon  shall  dwell; 

"I  trust  in  Jesus,— all  is  well" 

5  Tm  safely  moored,  my  voyage  o'er, 
I've  gained  the  bright,  eternal  shore ; 
Now  rage,  ye  powers  of  sin  and  hell ; 
"  I  trust  in  Jesus,— all  is  welL" 
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1.  There's  a        lit    -    tie      grave 

2.  Ah!    the     land       is        full 
&   And  these    lit    -    tie      graves 


on      the    green     hill  -  side       That     lies 
of      the       lit    -    tie     graves,      In      val    - 
are     but     way  -  side     marks    That  point 


to  the 
ley,  and 
to      the 


morn  -  ing     sun, 
plain,    and     hill : 
far   -    off     land. 
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And    our    way  -  worn     feet       oft 

There's  an      an    -    gel,      too,      for 

And   they  speak     to     th'soul    of 


en     wan  -  der     there  When  the    cares 

each     lit    -    tie      grave,  And  these    an   - 

a       bet  -  ter      day,      Of       a      day 
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near      at     hand ; 
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There  we  oft  -  en  sit  till  the 
And  I  know  not  how,  but  1 
Tho1  we       first     must    walk     thro'  the 


twi  -  light  falls,  And  talk  of  that  far  -  off  land, 
some- times  think  They  lead  us  with  gen  -  tie  hand, 
dark  -  some  vale,        Yet     there  Christ  will     be        our     Guide: 
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And  we  some-times  feel  in  the  twi  -  light  there  The  soft  touch  of  the  van  -  ished  hand. 
For  a  whis  -  per  falls  on  our  wil  -  ling  ears  From  the  shores  of  a  far  off  land. 
And  we'll  reach  the     shore      of       the      far  -  off       land    Thro'  a      grave     on    the  green     hill  -  side. 
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on       the       green     hill     -      side, 


Grave        on       the       green     hill    -    side; 
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In      the    years     to       come     we     will    calm  -   ly       sleep      In        a      grave     on     the  green    hill  -  side 
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Words  by  Rev.  M  B.  De  Witt. 
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Music  by  Frank  M.  Davis. 


1  While  trav'l 

2  How    sweet 

3  So      though 


ing  this 
that  He 
our  path 


mys  -  te  -  rious  road  That  leaf1  s  us  on  to 
our  wants  doth  know,  And  for  them  gen-  tly 
be     dark     and  drear,  As     we      pass  hum- bly 


death 
cares ; 
on: 


Sur -  round  - 
And     ev'    - 
Light,    glo  - 


ed    by        a 
ry  grief,  wher- 
ious  light,  shall 


thou  -    sand  snares,  To     take 
e'er  we     go,     Most    ten 

yet         ap  -  pear,   More    glo 


a  -  way       our  breath;     How    sweet     to     feel     that       we       can  trust,  With 
der  -  ly  He  shares.      That    though  He  knows  when  -  e'er       we    sin,    And 

rious  than      the     sun.        God        is       our    Safe  -  ty,—  God    our  Strength,— Our 
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out       one  need  -  less    fear, 

sees     when-e'er     we    stray, 

ev    -    er  -  last  -  ing  Light. 


To     Him  whose  pow'r  and     good  -  ness  give  Life    and       its  bless- ings    here. 
His    grace     free  par  -  don    seals     with- in,    And  shows    our  feet    'the    way." 
His     per  -  feet    glo  -  ry     shall        at  length  Burst  full      up  -  on      our    sight. 
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Words  by  Prof.  A.  S.  Kieffer 


Editor  "Musical  Million,"  Dayton,  Va.  Music  by  Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
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Voi  -  ces 
Come  ia 


is  steal -ing   Ov  -  er     the  sea,    Shadows  are  fall-  ing  Bark  on    the  lea;  Borne  on  the  night  winds 
of  loved  ones,  Songs  of    the  past,  Still  lin  -  ger  round  me  While  life  shall  last,  Lone  -  ly     I  wan-der, 
the  twi -light,  Come,  come  to  me.  Bring-ing  some  message   Ov  -  er  the   sea;  Cheer-ing  my  path-way 
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Voi  -  ces     of  yore,  Come  from  the  far  off  shore. 

Sad  -  ly       I  roam,  Seek  -  ing  that  far  off  home. 

While  here  I  roam,  Seek  -  ing  that  far  off  home. 


Far  a  -way     be  -  yond  the  star  -  lit  skies,  Where  the  love  light 
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a     man  -  sion  filled  with     de  -light,  Sweet,  hap-  py  home     so  bright. 
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1.  Now     the      song 
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3.  I        shall     siug 
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sing,  For  the  la  -  bor  of  life  is  all 
past,  But  through  grace  I  have  tri  -  umphed  o'er 
tide         The     en    -    rap  -  tur  -  ing    song       of      the 
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o'er:     And     the     raan-sions    of     gio    -    ry     shall    ring.    When   I       stand    on    that  beau  -  ti   -  ful    shore. 

all;    Though   I        die,        I      shall  con  -  quer     at       last,—  Shall    in       tri  -  umph   a  -  rise,  though  I       fall. 

blest ;     For      my      Sa  -  viour  will    be        at       my     side,      And  will     take    me      to    man-sions    of      rest 


All       is     peace,  All      is     peace,  While    the     riv  -    er       I'm    wait  -  ing     to    cross, 

Bless-ed  peace.  Bless-ed  peace, 
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All     is     peace,  All     is     peace,  While  the     riv  -  er 

Bless-ed  peace,  Blessed  peace, 
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1.  Lo !         the 

2.  Praise     him, 

3.  Ev'     -     ry 
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stone      is       roll'd          a    -  way,  Death 
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iiote  with      rap  -    ture  swell,  And 
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yields      np  his     might    -    y        prey; 

and         sweep    your    gold     -    en       lyres; 
the  Sa    -    viour's   tri    -     umuh    tell; 


Je     -     sus.       ris     -  ing 

Praise      him       in  the 

Where,       O      Death,  is 
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all  its       fear    -    ful      gloom, 

thou   -  sand,    thou  -   sand  tongues, 
ter    -    rors,      van    -  quisled  king? 
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2  Hear  the  singing  in  that  land,— 
"  Home  at  last :  home  at  last  !* 
Pilgrim  >  with  the  angel  band, 
Home  at  last,  home  at  last. 


3  Sainted  ones  are  singing  there, 
"  Home  at  last !  home  at  last!'" 
Where  the  Saviour's  love  they  share,— 
Home  at  last,  home  at  last. 
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1.  "Til  die       a     shout-  ing      glo   -    ry!  glo   -  ry!''Yes,     glo  -    rv  to 

2.  And  when      I     reach     the    pleas  -  ing  sum  -  mit,  And     gain     nay  home 

3.  I'll  praise  him     for       his    match -less  kind  -  ness ; I'll     praise  him  for 

4.  Oh,  glo  -  ry        to        the    might  -    y  Fa  -  ther ;    Oh,      glo  -    ry  to 


the  Lord     on   high ;  And 

in  Par   -    a  -  disc,    I'll 

his  wondrous   love:  I'll 

his  bless  -  ed    Son ;  And 
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when  in    heav'n  I'll  sing  the      sto   -     ry,  And    shout  for    -    ev    -     er  in  the  sky. 

shout  a    -  gain.  with  glad  e    -    mo    -  tion,  And  praise  the     Lord       of  earth  and  skies. 

praise  him     for  his  great  sal    -   va    -    tion;  I'll     praise  him       in         his  courts  a     -  bove. 

glo    -  rv        to  the  Ho    -  ly       Spir    -  it,— The     Ho    -  ly      Trin    -  i    -  ty  in  one. 
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1.  I     am     a  lit  -  tie    pilgrim;  I'm  seeking  for  ray  home;  I'm 

2.  There  Je-sus  waits  to  welcome  The  pilgrims  as  they  come ;  And 

3.  The    pa  -  triavehs  are  gathered  Around  tiie  throne  above ;  The  prophets,  too,  surround  it,  AdcI  sing  redeeming  love 


on  my  way  to  heaven.  YS  here  Christ  my  Lord  has  gone, 
rants  to  each  a  mansion  In  that       e-ter-nal  home. 
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There  is  a  happy  country— The  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so— -Be-yond  these  lower  regions,  And  thither  I  must  go. 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  en-ter  That  glo-rious,  happy  place,  And  ev  -  er  dwell  with  Jesus,  And  see  his  smiling  face. 
A  -  pos  -  ties  there  and  martyrs  Join  in  the  heavenly  song ;  And   ev  -  en  children's  voices  The  cheerful  notes  prolong. 
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1.  A     few    more  years  shall  sweep   a  -  way,     A     few    more  sea  -  sons  come  and    go :  Then    I     shall  reach  e- 

2.  A     few    more  storms  shall  break  my  peace,  Ere     I      shall  reach  the    gold  -  en  shore ;  Then  I     shall    be  where 


A  few  more  battles  fought  below,— 
A  few  more  partings  here  be  given ; 

Then  to  my  Saviour  I  shall  go ; 
Then  I  shall  find  my  rest  m  heaven. 


4  "  Fly  swifter  on,  ye  wheels  of  time ! 
Ye  fleeting  years  speed  on  your  way ' 
And  bring  me  to  that  blissful  clime 
Where  all  is  one  bright  summer  day, 
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Slow,  with  feeling. 
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Music  by  Thank  If.  f\  vis. 
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1.  When  bowed  with  af  -  flic-tion  and  woes  here  be  -low.       As     on     in    my    way 

2.  "When   tri  -  als    and  loss-  es  fall     un-  to   me  here;  When  mingling  the  cup 


3.  When  weep-ing 
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to  bright  Canaan    I       go 
of  thanksgiv-ing  with  tear 


I  stand  o'er  the  spoils  of    the  grave,— My  friends  all  de  -  part   -  ed     be-yond  the  dark  wave ; 
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I  hear     a    sweet  voice:  'tis  the  voice   of  my  God:— "I  love  thee,  love  thee: pass  un-der  the  rod."' 

I  hear  the  same  voice,— the  sweet  voice  of  my   God:— "I  love  thee,  I    love  thee:  pass  un-der  the  rod." 

I  hear  the  sweet  voice     of    my    Fa- the  r  and  God:     '*I  love  thee,  I    love  thee:  pass  under  the  rod." 
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hear     the    an-  gels    sing-ing,    What  mu .-  sic  greets  the    ear!     Their    joy  -  ous  voic  -  es 
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Chorus. 
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them    sing  -  ing, 
hear      them, 
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And     soon    I'll  join  their  song. 
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2  I  hear  the  angels  singing; 
Yes,  nearer  still  they  come : 
A  message  they  are  bringing, 
'Tis  Jesus  calls  me  home. 


S  I  hear  the  angels  singing 
A  welcome  song  to  me : 
The  door  ajar  is  swinging: 
I'll  enter  and  be  free. 
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When        I        reach  the        oth     -    er 

With       our     friends      who've     gone       be- 
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And  1  reach 
And       our      com 
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4  "  Will  you  meet  me  at  the  door, 
When  above  the  stars  1  soar- 
When  mv  weary,  wandering  feet, 
Beach  the  heavenly  land  so  sweet  ?' 


5  When  we've  entered  heaven's  door, 
Then  we'll  part,  no,  never  more ; 
In  that  land  with  angels  fair, 
We  shall  sing  forever  there. 
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Music  by  F.  L.  Armstrong. 
T 


1.  As       thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be.     Is        the  prom-ise    giv  -  en    thee 

2.  As       thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be.  Think    not  what  may  "hap- pen  thee! 

3.  Think'stthou  he'll  for  -  get    his    child  Journeying  thro'  the  dang'rous  wild 
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By       thy   Fa  -  ther.God,  and  Friend, 
Leave   the    fn  -  tare    in     his    care 
Of       this  world's  en-  tang-ling  snares, 


Who  re  -  lief  will  ev  -  er  send,  As  in  hum-ble 
Who  guards  all  things  ev'  -  ry- where,—  Guides  the  earth  up 
Toil  -  ing  'mid    de  -  press-  ing  cares  ?  Ev'   -   ry     day    of 
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fer  -vent  prayer  Thou  dost  all 
on  its  way  By  His  u 
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1.  The    Mas-ter  calls,— is      call-ing     me; From    ev'  -  ry    pain  I'll    soon     be     free.    I       Did    fare-well     to 

2.  The    Mas-ter  calls,— is      call-ing     now;  Be -fore    h'fs  throae  I     soon  shall  bow;   A-mong  the  ransomed 

JS_    .£_    _*_    _«_     _«.  .0-    _#_    _£_    _k.. 


-r-l*— f*— I*—  j*— r-1 -I  I  I     -r-l       .   ft       f— f- 


-W—W—W-W- 

4 — i — i h- 


-» — p — m- 


Refrain. 


/Ts 


i — i — r 


grief     and    fear.    For 
take     my    stand,    In 


# — 0 — -4 


-A 


■ — pi. 


I       am    done  with 
E  -  den's  bright  and 

4ft_i*_^_S: 
-i 1 1 h- 


toil    and   care. 


-t    ,  J     1    J    J    ,J.    |    J 


hai 


py    land. 


The     Mas  -  ter  calls  and 
-fc     -Ik- 


I     I     I 


-m — m 


i^=tz!=&=!^- — — P- 


d=q: 


-# — I— 0— fl— 


-J-4 


A— A: 


—♦i — t— -el 

—A — A — & 

* 

I    must  go,        I    mnst    go ;  The     Mas  -  ter 
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calls  and         I    must    go, 
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3  The  Master  calls.    Oh,  blessed  call ! 
At  his  own  feet  I  soon  shall  fall. 
I'll  worship  at  his  shrine  above, 
And  sing  of  his  redeeming  love. 
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4  The  Master  calls.    My  friends,  farewell: 
I'm  going  where  the  angels  dwell. 
Farewell  until,  on  Canaan's  shore, 
We  meet  again,  to  Dart  no  more. 
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1.  "Hold    out     to     the    last    for       Je  -  sus,"  Hold  out  with     a      pur- pose  true;    Un  -  til    from  our    sins   He 


frees      us—  Hold    out     till    the    crown  we    view.      Hold    out      to     the    last,  Hold    out     to     the  last,  Hold 
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out    to    the  last  for     Je -sus;  Hold  out,  to    the  last,  Hold  out  to    the  last,  Hold  out  to  the  last  for 
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"  Hold  out  to  the  last  for  Jesus,1' 
Stand  up  for  the  truth  and  right; 

Oh,  let  now  this  spirit  seize  us 
To  win  in  the  hottest  fight, 


3  "  Hold  out  to  the  last  for  Jesus," 
Hold  on  to  the  cross  that's  giv'n; 
In  trials  and  woe  He  sees  us,— 
Hold  on :  there's  a  crown  in  heaven. 
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4  "lam  going  to  heaven,  my  home,'1 

To  that  land  where  the  seraphim  sing ; 
Where  the  song  of  redemption  is  swelling, 
And  the  harps  of  eternity  ring. 

5  "  I  am  going  to  heaven,  my  home," 

To  my  friends  who  have  gone  on  before ; 

Who  are  standing  and  waiting  and  watching, 

To  receive  me  on  Canaan's  bright  shore. 

6  "I  am  going  to  heaven,  my  home," 

Where  my  friends,  whom  I  love,  will  soon  come; 
For  the  angels  will  bear  us  o'er  Jordan, 
And  we'll  gather  in  heaven,  our  home. 
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*  From  the  "Amaranth.''  by  per.  of  Prof.  R.  M   Mcl^rrosa 
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Chorus. 
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And        rest 


der       the    shade, 
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der       the     shade, 
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2  Earth  hath  many  sorrows,  but  they  cannot  last, 
And  our  greatest  troubles  quickly  will  be  past ; 
If  we  look  to  Jesus,  he  will  give  us  strength, 
By  his  grace  we  shall  be  conquerors  at  length. 


der       the     shade 
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of 


the     trees. 
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3  When  the  storm  is  over  sweet  will  be  the  calm. 
After  life's  long  battle  bright  the  victor's  palm ; 
And  the  cross  of  anguish  which  now  weighs  us  down, 
We'll  exchange  in  heaven  for  a  shining  crown. 
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1.  "I      am  sweep-  ing  thro'  the  gates,"  Thro' the  gates  of 

2.  "I      am  sweep-  ing  thro'  the  gates," Sing-ing    glo  -   ry 

3.  "I      am  sweep- ing  thro'  the  gates,"  To 

4.  "I      am  sweep- ing  thro1  the  gates,"  All 

A'  -A-     A-   -A-     A 


pur  -  est   gold ;     I     have 
to      the  Lamb;  With  my 
the  throne  of    God    so  bright ;  And  the 
my  griefs  and  sor-  rows  past ;  Bless  -  ed 

,♦,  ,  g-£-£if 


oft  -  en  heard  of  heav'n, 
garments  white  and  clean, 
joy  that  there  a  -  waits, 
Je  -  sus,  I  have  come : 
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But    the   half  has  ne'er  been  told.  >. 
Washed  from  ev"  -  rv     sin      I      am.    (^ 
Now    is    burst-in g    on     my  sight,  i 


am   sweeping  thro1  the 


sweeping  thro1  the  gates, 
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.  ritard. 
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the      Lamb    (of     the  Lamb). 
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Words  by  W.  T.  D. 


waaairs's  f®ai« 


Music  by  F.  L.  Armstrong. 
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1.  The  wail  -  ing  winds  sweep  o'er    his  mound ;    The  chill-  ing  blasts    of    win  -   ter   come : 

2.  In  spring  the    ros  -   es   sweet -ly    bloom,     And  pour  their  fragrance  on       the     air; 

A  A  -A-  A    A 


Bnt  ne'er  dis- 
A    sleep  -  er 


3  Oh,  could  I  lay  my  weary  head 
Upon  that  grassy  mound  to-day, 
I'd  muse  among  the  silent  dead, 
And  softly  wake  the  mournful  lay. 


4  Revolving  years  shall  pass  away, 

The  changing  seasons  come  and  go, 
Ere  I  shall  reach  eternal  day, 
Where  waves  of  light  forever  flow. 

5  Come,  gentle  Zephyrs,  breathe  your  lays 

On  this  sad  heart  of  mine  to-day ; 
For  now  I  think  of  other  days, 
And  of  that  grave  so  far  away. 
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Music  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 
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shall    dwell     with       my      friends    gone       be 
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Refrain.  N         u 
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Near  -  ing,       yes,      near   -  ing, 
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Near  -  ing,       yes,      near   -  ing, 


am      near  -  mg,       yes, 


near  ■   mg 
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2  "  I  am  nearing  the  port."    I  will  soon  be  at  rest ; 

I  will  anchor  at  peace  on  the  strand ; 
I  will  stand  on  that  shore  'mid  the  throng  of  the  blest, 
I  will  dwell  in  that  beautiful  land. 

3  "  I  am  nearing  the  port."  for  the  land  is  in  sight, 

And  the  mountains  in  grandeur  are  seen ; 

And  the  landscapes  of  Eden  I  hail  with  delight, 

And  the  plains  that  are  covered  with  green. 


4  "  I  am  nearing  the  port."    See  the  blessed  have  come, 

And  are  gathering  along  on  the  shore ; 
Now  they  watch  to  receive  me  and  welcome  me  home, 
Where  we'll  part  never,  no,  nevermore. 

5  lam  anchored  in  port.  I  have  reached  the  bright  strand, 

And  the  voyage  of  life  is  now  past ; 
With  my  Saviour  I'll  dwell  in  this  beautiful  land. 
And  with  rapture  I'll  shout,  "  Home  at  last  J" 
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Music  by  J.  M.  Evans. 


Land  a  -  head!' its  fruits  are   wav-ing     O'er  the 
On -ward,  bark!  the  cape  I'm  rounding.    See!  the 
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sounding     From  the     bright    im-mor-tal 


Chorus. 
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There,  let  go  the  anchor,  riding 
On  this  calm  and  silvery  bay; 

Seaward  fast  the  tide  is  gliding; 
Shores  in  sunlight  stretch  away. 


4  Now  we're  safe  from  all  temptation : 
All  the  storms  of  life  are  past : 
Praise  the  Rock  of  our  salvation ; 
We  are  safe  at  home  at  last 
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Words  by  Rev.  W.  II.  Dakxall,  D.D.  Music  by  W.  T.  D. 
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1.  In     far  -  off  bright    e   -    ly  -  sian  fields,  She  walks    in    youth- fill    beau  -ty's  bloom  ;Im-mor-tal,  stainless, 

2.  Her  soul     the     an   -  gel    an-  them  trills,  And  floats   the     liq  -  uid  sound    a  -  bove:  As-cend-ing    in -cense 
_£_     JL   M.  k.     _£  #.  -^  ^_   ^  _*__£..  J*_ 
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3  With  crown,  and  palm,  and  precious  stone, 
The  sinless  throng,  the  robe  of  white, 
She  mounts  the  starry  way  of  bliss, 
The  singing,  joyous  child  of  light. 


I — b>— I — ^-L 


4  From  star  to  star  where  glories  break 
In  lovely,  radiant,  rainbow  dyes, 
Till  rapture's  vision  floods  the  sight,— 
The  resting  spirit  upward  flies, 
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wait    -   ing      the    time       when    my      Sa    -    viour  shall  come         To        take      me       a  -   way       to       his 
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■T£f&'£   W&M^S±^®»    Concluded 


3  Just  waiting  to  stand  on  the  beautiful  shore, 
With  kindred  and  friends  who  have  gone  on  before ; 
Just  waiting  to  sing  with  the  angels  above ; 
Just  waiting  to  chant  the  sweet  anthem  of  love. 


4  Just  waiting  with  angels  and  seraphs  to  fall, 
And  worship  the  Saviour  as  Sovereign  of  all; 
Just  waiting  to  tell  of  his  triumph  and  fame, 
And  shout  in  my  ecstasy,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb," 
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Music  by  W.  T.  D. 


1.  My      vis    -    ion        of       faith       has      been  cleared ;   My    view         o   -   pened   wide        to       the     skies : 

2.  Be  -  hind       me       are       con   -   liicts     and    fears;       Be  -  fore        are       the       jov        and     the    crown; 

3.  I       see         the    grand     pil    -    lars       of     light:       The    tern    -    pie       and        ci     -     ty        of      God;— 


The    dark    -    ness     has 
Be  -  hind 
The      vis     -     ion    grows    won  -   drous  -  ly     bright,      Its     glo 


dis    -    an  -  peared ;    I'm    filled 
lies      the       val    -     ley        of     tears;       Be  -  fore 


with       a        joy     -     ous       sur  -  prise, 
rise       the      hills  of         re  -  nown. 

ry         is      stream  -  ing        a  -  broad. 
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The     sor    -     rows      of       life  are       all      o'er ;       My     soul         has       its       foes  o    -    ver  -  come ; 

God's  grace        its        full       fori    -    umph     has  wrought ;  My     soul        feels    the       pow    -     er        di   -  vine ; 

I       see,         and      my      spir     -     it,        a  -  flame,      Cries  out,        "  O        my       Sa .  -    viour,    I      come !' 
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I      haste       to        the        ev     -     er  -  green  shore,— "  My  broth    -  er,       I'm       al     -    most      at     home.1' 
Mine     ear       has      the       har    -    mo  -  nies  caught,    That  ring     where    the     arch    -    an  -  gels    shine. 
Sal  -  va    -    tion       to       God       and      the    Lamb!      I'm      ai    -    most,    I'm       al     -    most      at     home. 
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Al  •  most     at    home, 


Al  -  most     at     home,     My       broth  -  er,      I'm      al  -  most     at       home; 
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Al  -  most     at     home, 


Al  -  most     at     home,     My       broth  -  er,     I'm      al    -    most    at 


home. 
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by  Wilbur  A.  Christy. 


1.  'Mid   the  dark  -  ness  where   otn*      path      must     lie,        When      clouds    ob-scure     the         sun   -   lit     sky, 

2.  Thro' the    tri    -    als    that       a  -  wait      our       feet,       And  the      cross  -es        that         we      must  meet; 
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dan  -  cers  lurk  -  ing      ev 
we       can  tread    the     gold 


er       nigh,    We'll  sing     and      prav     till 
en     street,  We'll  sing     and      pray     till 
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Tii  -  ty's     dawn- 
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and    pray,      We'll    sing   and   pray; 
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We'll  sing    while    the  hours    are     swift    fleet  -  ing     on ;       We'll 
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From  'Songs  of  the  Cross,''  by  per 
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Concluded 


3  Through  all  the  way  that  we  must  tread, 
Where'er  by  heavenly  goodness  led, 
To  Him  who  for  our  sinning  bled, 
We'll  sing  and  pray  till  eternity's  dawn. 


4  And  when  this  life  shall  be  no  more, 
When  all  its  troubled  scenes  are  o'er, 
When  we  have  gained  the  other  shore, 
We'll  sing  and  pray  at  eternity's  dawn- 


Words  by  Rev. 
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*£r 


-t£s- 


^s- 


r 


fc^ 


. 2. 


^ 


at 


A1         XI 


3t 
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and  sweet -ly  sleep,    Low    in 
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the  ground. 
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The  storm  that  wrecks  ttie  wint'ry  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose 

Than  summer  evening's  latest  sigh 
That  shuts  the  rose. 

Now.  traveler  in  the  vale  of  tears 
To  realms  of  everlasting  light, 

Through  time's  dark  wilderness  of  years 
Pursue  thy  flight 

The  soul,  of  origin  divine, 

God's  glorious  image  freed  from  clay, 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  sJiall  shine 

A  star  of  day. 
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Words  from  E.  II.  Latta. 


Music  by  Frank  ML  Davis. 
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1  When    to     the  earth      I      am  bidd-ing     a  -  dien,  And     in     the     dis-tance  the    mes-sen-ger    see; 

2  Je  -  sus   who    suf  -  fered  and  died    for    my  sake, Then  will    ray   Stay    and    my   Com-  for  -  ter    be. 

3  Now       I      am     los  -  ing    my  hold    up  -  on  earth  r  Je  -  sus     is      ten  -  der  -  ly     set  -  ting    me    free ! 
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Twill  not  he  dark-ness  my  soul  go  -eth  through: There  Mill  be  light 
Heav  -  en's  bright  dawn  on  my  vis  -  ion  shall  breakiThere  will  be  light 
Glo     -     ry       is  hreak  -  ing  and  heav  -  en     has  birth !  There  will  be    light 
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Chorus. 
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in  the  val  -  ley  for  me. 
in  the  val  -  ley  for  me. 
in     the    val  -  ley       for    me. 


om  'Always  Welcome/'  by  permission  of  Frank.  M.  Davis. 


aSd-SHr  2Sf  TWm  TTJNU&MW.    Concluded. 
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Music  by  W.  T.  Dale. 


m 


Mt 


4 


Szf=«=f 


tit 


_l 1_ 

-Ah 


—  — !- 
+ 


CT 


=N: 


±[ 


4>±4> 


-Ah  -Al-   v 

1  Ev'  -  ry    lit  -  tie  kind-ness,   Ev'  -  rydeed    of     love,       Ev'  -  ry    lit  -  tie     ac  -  tion,  Prompted  from  a   -  bove. 

2  Ev'  -  ry    lit  -  tie  sacr'-  flee,  Made  for  oth  -  er's   weal ;      Ev'  -  ry  woun-ded  bro  -  ther  That  we  strive  to     heal. 

3  Then  let    an -gels  lead    us,  Where- so -e'er  they  would;  Ev  -  er      let  them  teach  us   What    is     for  our    good: 


I  I  .  -Ah  -Ah 

E'en  a  cup  of  wa  -  ter,  In  his  great  name  given  ?— These  are  an  -  gels' foot-prints,  Leading  up  to  heaven. 
E'en  a  word  of  kind-ness,  To  mis  -  for  -  tunc  given  :— All  are  an -gels' foot-prints,  Leading  up  to  heaven. 
May    they  cross  our  path  -way  When  from  heaven  we  roam ;    Let   us    fol  -  low    af  -  ter  Foot-prints  lead-ing  home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  W.  T.  Dale. 


bat -tie  and  strife ;  For  the  end  of  myjour-nev  is  draw-ing  in  sight,  And  I  long  to  go  home  to  the 
Ca-naan's  bright  shore;  I  am  fol  -low-ing  on.  and  I  soon  shall  be  there,  I  shall  rest  in  those  mountains  so 
quell     ev'  -  ryfear;  He  will  1        me  through  Jor-dan, with  him  1 11  be  blest.  He'll  con-duct  me  to    glo-ry    and 
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Written  at  me  request  of  W.  H.  Ogelvte.  College  Grove  Tenn. 


Words  Anonymous. 
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birds    and  blos-soms  filled  the    bowers,     As 
gath  -  er    pleas-  ure    all     day       long,     From 
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wea  -  ry      at     the  day's  de-cline,    I    sought  mv  home  to  spend  the  hours;  Two  little  feet  would  pattering   nm,     A 
flower,  or    leaf,   or     sihi  •  pie    toy,    Or  humming  whilst  his  mi  -  mic  song.  At    eve  the    joy  -  ful  feet  would  run,  The 
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p  Refrain. 


sil  -  ver  smile  shout  'Pa-pa's  turn  ' 
glad-some  voice  shout '  Pa-pa's  ram 


Pa -pa's  turn,       Pa -pa's  turn,    A      sil-very  voice  shout  'Pa  -pa's  turn." 


3  But  when  the  autumn  time  drew  on. 
And  frost  the  trees  in  gold  had  dress'd. 

Our  little  flower,  alas !  was  gone, 
By  frost  of  death  too  ruderv  press'd, 

And  ceased  the  pattering  feet  to  run. 
The  joyful  sound  of  "Papa's  turn." 


1  The  little  limbs  are  restinsz  now, 
The  sonny  head,  too.  is  at  rest, 

And  mother  earth  with  placid  brow 
The  little  form  holds  on  her  breast. 

No  more  the  blithsome  feet  shall  run 
The  silvery  voice  shout  "  Papa's  turn." 


5  But  when  the  day  of  life  is  o'er, 

And  weary  with  its  toils  and  strife, 

|    Oh,  tell  me  when  at  heaven's  door, 
I  seek  the  res:  of  endless  life, 

;    Shall  not  I  hear  the  welcome  home, 
The  jovful  shout  of  "  Papa's  Come." 


76 


TM^mtr  irsvat  wi3 


Words  by  W.  T.  I) 


Music  by  Chas  Edw  Pollock. 


Tarvy  till  the  morn-ing       light ; 


Tarry  with  us  thro'  the     darkness, 
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Tarry  with  us  all       the       night. 
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2  Tarry  with  us,  blessed  Saviour, 

For  we're  in  a  desert  drear ; 
See  the  day  of  life  is  passing, 
And  the  night  of  death  is  near. 

3  Tarry  with  us,  loving  Master, 

Till  the  morning  light  appears  ; 
For  we're  pilgrims  sad  and  lonely 
Let  thy  presence  calm  our  fears. 

4  Tarry  with  us  for  we're  pilgrims, 

Camping  on  a  desert  plain . 
All  is  loneliness  without  Thee ; 
Gracious  Master,  here  remain. 


5  Here  our  hearts  will  pine  with  sadness, 

For  our  kindred  gone  before ; 
Friends,  who  now  are  watching  for  us, 
Waiting  on  the  other  shore 

6  Many  friends  have  journeyed  with  us, 

Side  by  side  we  used  to  go ; 

But  their  journey  now  is  ended, 

And  we  linger  here  below. 

7  When  we  gather  in  the  morning- 

Morning  of  eternal  rest — 
Shall  we  meet  no  more  to  sever  ? 
Shall  we  be  forever  blest  ? 


8  Deeper  fall  the  evening  shadows, 

Paler  glows  the  setting  sun  ; 
Swift  the  night  of  death  is  coming, 
Then  our  toiling  shall  be  done. 

9  Tarry  with  us,  for  we're  weary. 

Traveling  through  this  desert  land 
Lay  our  heads  upon  thy  bosom ; 
Hold  us  with  thy  powerful  hand. 

10  Tarry  with  us  till  the  morning ; 
Leave  us  not  till  night  is  past ; 
Guide  us  safely  through  this  desert, 
Then  receive  us  all  at  last. 


THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN.    L.  M. 


2  Tim.  iv:  6-8. 


1  The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 

I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  O  Lord,  let  trouble  cease, 
And  let  thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

2  The  race  appointed  I  have  run, 

The  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won  ; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high. 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

3  Not  in  mine  innocence  I  trust ; 

I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust, 
And  through  my  Saviours  blood  alone, 
I  look  for  mercy  at  thy  throne. 


4  I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear, 

Save  for  the  friends  I  held  so  dear : 
To  heal  their  sorrows,  Lord,  descend, 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend, 

5  I  come,  I  come,  at  thy  command, 

I  give  my  spirit  to  thy  hand  ; 
Stretch  forth  thine  everlasting  arms, 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms 

6  The  hour  of  my  departure's  come, 

I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home, 
Now.  0  my  God,  let  trouble  cease. 
And  let  thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

Scotch  Paraphrase. 


ANGEL  BAND.    C.  M. 


1    My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast, 
My  race  is  nearly  run ; 
My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 
My  triumph  is  begun. 

Chorus.— Oh  come,  angel  band, 

Come,  and  around  me  stand. 
Oh,  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 
To  my  immortal  home. 


2  I  know  I'm  near  the  holy  ranks 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 

I  brush  the  dews  on  Jordan's  banks, 
The  crossing  must  be  near.—  Cho. 

3  I've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home, 

My  spirit  loudly  sings ; 
The  holy  ones,  behold',  they  come ! 
I  hear  the  noise  of  wings  —Cho. 


4    Oh.  bear  my  longing  heart  to  Him 
Who  bled  and  died  for  me ; 
Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin, 
And  i;ives  me  victory.— Cho.— IIev.  Jefferson  Hascall. 
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1  I'm       a    lone-ly    pilgrim  here  .Vex'd  with  many  a  doubt  and  fear,  As     I     jour-ney  a  -  long    by  the  way; 

2  Hero  the    des-ert  wilds  expand  Bound  a -bout  on   ei  -ther  hand,  But  I'm  near- ing  the  Joi-dan.you    see! 

3  When  the  wil  -  der  -ness    is  past,  And     I  reach  that  land  at   last,    Oh,  how  hap-  pjr  my  poor  soul  will    be! 


i  ■   s  i    m 

But     I     hope    at     last    ro    stand  On    fair  Canaan's  peaceful  land, Free  from  sorrow,  from  doubt  and  dis  -may. 
And   be  -youd  that  nar-row stream,  Endless bow'rs of  blessing  beam.  And  they're  blooming  for  you  and  for  me. 
"With  the   glo  -  ri  -  lied    to  stand.  On  that  glitter  ing,  glo-ry-  land,  And  the     Saviour,  my  Sa-viour,  to    see. 
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A  calm  for  those  who  weep      -        -        -        -        -    69 
A  funeral  hymn. 

A  pilgrim  song 78 

All  is  peace       --------42 

"  I  am  here,  waiting  by  the  river-side ;  hut  all  is  peace,— 
all  is  peace."— Last  words  of  Rev.  H.  Bryson,  D.  D., 
Viny  Grove,  Lincoln  Co.,  tenn. 

All  is  well 36 

"I  trust  in  Jesus.    All  is  well."    Last  words  of  Hon. 
Nathan  Green,  Lebanon,  Tenn. 

Angel  band       -        -        - 77 

Angels'  footprints -        71 

Blessed  are  the  dead         -  24 

A  funeral  hymn.— JRev.  xiv.  13. 
By  and  by 11 

"  Ye  shall  pass  over  this  Jordan."— -Josh.  i.  11. 

Cogswell 23 

Comfort  in  God 40 

Do  they  pray  for  me  at  home  ?  -    72 

Eternity  dawns     -------68 

"Let  us  sing  and  pray.    Eternity  dawns.'*— Last  icords 
of  Bishop  Eddy. 

Farewell .31 

Farewell,  vain  world,     -         -        -         -        -         -         18 

"Farewell,  vain  world,  I'm  going  home."— Last  words 
of  Mrs.  Mary  A.  Pitts.  Molino,  Lincoln  Co.,  Tenn. 

Going  home 54 

"  1  am  going  to  heaven,  my  home."— Last  words  of  Mrs. 
C.  G.  Harris,  Belton,  Bell  Co.,  Texas 

Grandmother  rests  in  heaven  63 

Grave  on  the  green  hillside      -  -        -        -        -    38 

Hark !  I  hear  the  harps  eternal  10 

Home  to  my  mother  in  heaven  -        -        -        -    34 

Home  at  last -        44 

Landing  of  the  Pilgrims. 


Hold  out  to  the  last  for  Jesus  -  53 

Charge  to  Rev.  D.  C.  Kelly,  D.D.,  by  his  mother,  on  his 
starting  to  China  as  a  missionary . 

I'm  alone       - 74 

"I'm  alone  in  the  world.  I  don't  want  to  stav  here  any 
longer."— Samuel  Bowman's  words  uttered  at  the 
death  of  his  wife  when  he  was  ab<,v.t  eighty  years  of 
age- 

It  is  finished     -- -3 

Last  words  of  Jesus. 

I'd  rather  die  and  be  with  Jesus  28 

Last  words  of  little  Martha  A.  Dale,  Molino,  Tenn. 

I  hear  the  angels  singing  -        -        -        -        -    49 

Last  words  of  Wm.  Boyd. 

I'll  die  a  shouting  glory        -----        45 
Last  words  of  Mrs.  Sophia  Gray. 

I'll  meet  yon  at  the  door 50 

This  hymn  Avas  suggested  by  the  last  words  of  Mrs.  Ma- 
hala  Templeton,  consort  of  Rev.  A.  Templeton,  Co- 
lumbia, Tenn.  On  being  asked  by  her  husband, 
"  Will  you  meet  me  at  the  door  ?"  she  replied,  ''  Yes : 
I'll  meet  you  at  the  door." 

I'm  almost  at  home       -  66 

"Almost  home,  my  brother ;  I  see  the  pillars  of  the  eter- 
nal city."— Last  words  of  Rev.  A.  R.  Erwin,  D.D., 
Huntsville,  Ala. 

Just  as  I  am     --------35 

Just  waiting  -  -----         64 

"  I  am  just  waiting  for  the  last  summons."— Last  words 
of  Rev.  David  Lowry,  D.D.,  Pierce  City,  Mo. 

Little  feet 2o 

Light  in  the  valley 70 

Suggested  by  the  dying  words  of  a  Christian  lady. 

Let  us  pass  over  the  river         -----     56 

"Let  us  pass  over  the  river,  and  rest  under  the  shade  of 
the  trees."— Last  words  of  Gen.  T.  J.  Jackson. 
{Stonewall.) 
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My  buried  friends  ------         13 

Make  room  for  a  little  child      -         -         -         -         -     19 

"  Lord,  make  room  for  a  little  child." -Last  words  of  the 
LUUe  Violinist. 

No  night  in  heaven 9 

"There  shall  be  no  night  there."— Rev.  xxi.  25. 

Xearing  the  port 60 

"My  brother,  I  am  nearing  the  port." — Last  words  of 
'Rev.  ir.  H.  Crutc/ier,  of  Texas. 

Only  a  little  while 47 

"When  a  few  years  are  come,  then  T  shall  go  the  way 
whence  I  shall  not  return.  '—Job.  xvi.  22. 

Papa's  come -     75 

Peacefully  sleep     -------        32 

For  the  funeral  of  a  sister. 
Passing  under  the  rod       - 48 

"  For  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth,  and  scourg- 
eth  every  son  whom  he  receiveth."  —  Heb.  xii,  (i. 

Rest,  brother,  rest 15 

For  the  funeral  of  a  brother. 

Rest  beyond  the  tide        ------  27 

Ruebush         - 29 

Safe  within  the  vail 62 

Tfiis  hymn  was  sni'icsted  by  the  last  words  of  a  dving 
sailor. 

Seabury 43 

Spirit  whispers 7 

Stephens  vision     -         - 16 

"Behold.  I  see  the  heavens  opened,  and  the  Son  of  man 

standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God."— Acts  vii.  56. 

Sweet  Ella  May 8 

In  memory  of  little  Ella  May  Phaoan,  Molino  2ycnn. 
Sweeping  through  the  gates  -  58 

"I  am  sweeping  through  the  cares  washed  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb.  —Last  words  of  the  Rev.  Alfred  Cookman. 
Tarry  with  us   -         - 76 

'Abide  with  us:  for  it  is  toward  evening,  and  the  day  is 


Tell  it  again 

A  home  missionary  visited  a  dying  boy  In  a  gypsv  tent. 
Bending  over  him  he  said:  "  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  he  gave  his  only  begotton  Son  ;  that,  whosoever 
believeth  in  him,  should  not  perish,  but  have  ever- 
lasting life."  The  dying  boy  heard  and  whispered, 
"  .Nobody  ever  told  me." 

The  aged  pilgrim       ------- 

The  angels  wait  for  me  - 

Last  words  of  a  little  girl. 
The  baby's  whisper  ------ 

The  Christian's  triumph         - 

"  0  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  grave,  where  is  thy  vic- 
tory ?  '—I.  Cor.  xv.  55. 

The  dying  Christian  ------ 

"  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered,  and  the  time  of  my  de- 
parture is  at  hand.'— II.  Tim.  iv.  6. 

The  little  pilgrim  ------ 

The  night  of  weeping 

"  For  his  anger  endureth  but  a  moment;  in  his  favor  is 
life :  weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  but  joy  cometh 
in  the  morning."— Psalm  xxx.  5. 
The  promise  ------- 

"As  thy  day  so  shall  thy  strength  be.'' 

The  Master  calls        -         - 

"  The  Master  calls,  and  I  must  go.  Farewell."'— Last 
words  of  John  H.  Murray,  of  III. 

Tis  sweet  to  die     - 

'•It  is  sweet  to  die  and  be  with  Jesus."— La  t  words  of 
Rev.  Israel  S.  JPickens,  of  Tcnn. 

Twilight  is  falling 

Weeping  Mary 

"But  Mary  stood  without  at  the  sepulchre  weeping."— 
John  xx.  11. 


30 


51 


Ween  not  for  her       - 

For  the  funeral  of  a  sister. 
"And  all  wept  and  bewailed  her; 
she  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth." 


-     21 


but  he  said  weep  not ; 
-Luke  viii.  52. 


far  spent.    And  he  went  in  to  tarn  with  them?' 
Luke  xxiv.  29, 


What  crowds  of  them    - 
"What  crowds  of   them 
Can't  yon  all  see  them 
C  Murrey. 
Willie's  tomb     ------ 
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Oh,  what  crowds  of  them! 
•—Last  words  of  Miss  Bettie 
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